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EDITORIAL NOTES. 





WE CALL THE OUR 
readers to the list of books on the last 
page of cover. 


ATTENTION OF 





THE ARTICLE ON * ROMAN CATHOLIC 
Teachers,” on 282, 
carefully read, and should be sent to 


page should be 
every Protestant who thinks of sending 
his children to Roman Catholic schools 
or colleges. 

WE DEEPLY REGRET 
the death of Mr. John Dougall, Editor 
of the New York IlVeekly  IVitness, 
which took place, August 19. Mr. 
When we 


TO ANNOUNCE 


Dougall was 78 years old. 
to New York in 
one of the first persons who bade us 


came 1879, he was 
Godspeed in our work ; and he contin- 
ued our firm friend and good counsel- 
lor to the day of his death. He was 
greatly pleased with our * Letters to 
Cardinal McCloskey ” which appeared 
inthe Ifttness before we commenced 
THE CONVERTED 
We shall miss his pleasant 


the publication of 
CaTHOLIC. 
greeting and kind encouragement in 








this work. 


Ir IS ONLY A SINCE 
Father Michael Goodwin married one 
of the nuns attached to his church in 
Brooklyn. Our readers will remember 
Father Florence McCarthy, of the same 
city,who loved not wisely but several too 
And now we have Father Wil- 
liam Sherman getting married to Tillie 
McCoy. The Pope should give per- 
mission to all the Brooklyn priests to 


FEW YEARS 


well. 


get married publicly—no one knows 
how many of them are secretly married. 
It seems after his marriage Father 
Sherman went back to his church say- 
ing mass and hearing confessions as 
usual We doubt not he was very len- 
ient in the penances he imposed on the 
courting couples that came to confess 
He knew 


Every priest would be 


their sins to him. how it 
was himself. 
all the better for being a married man. 
Some think there is more fun in mak- 
ing love to all the pretty girls in the 
parish; but it’s not right, gentlemen, it’s 
not right. Quit your fooling, and get 
The people 
will then have confidence in you, what 


married like decent men. 


they have not now. 
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The Convocation at Northfield, 


By THE EDITOR. 


On the way to Northfield to attend 
Mr. Moody’s Convocation, I had the 
pleasure of a few day’s sweet commun- 
ion with dear friends at Fall River, 
Mass. On Tuesday evening, August 
3d, at the Brownell St. Baptist Church, 
in that city I addressed a number of 
persons who were anxious to hear 
about the conversion of Catholics. It 
was the usual prayer meeting of the 
Congregation, but there were also pre- 
sent a number of converted Catholics, 
mostly French Canadians, including 
Rev. T. G. A. Cote, Superintendent of 
Missions to these brethren in Massa- 
chusetts ; Rev. T. Allaire, nephew of 
Father Chiniquy, who has come from 
Quebec to take charge of the French 
Protestant Church at Fall River; Nir. 
Derome, a converted Catholic student 
at Hartford Theological Seminary. This 
fine young brother is the nephew of the 
Roman Catholic bishop of Rimouski, 
Canada, and in the providence of God 
will be a worthy co-laborer of Messrs. 
Cote and Allaire. Another converted 
Catholic student who is to enter Yale 
Seminary made up a quartet of active, 
intelligent, zealous workers who will 
prove a power in the hands of the Lord 
in leading the French Canadians of 
Massachusetts to a knowledge of the 
only true and living God and Jesus 
Christ whom he hassent. Several fam- 
ilies have already come out of Roman- 
ism in Fall River, many of whom were 
present to hear me, and Mr. Allaire 
will formally organize them into a 
Church this Fall. Father Chiniquy is 
to be present, and God willing, the 
writer will also attend. Further details 
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about this work of grace will appear 
from time to time. 

The assembly at Northfield is unique. 
Christians there know nothing about 
denominations. The Pope of Rome 
would be welcome there, if he would 
preach Christ and him crucified, the 
only hope of the world. A converted 
Catholic brother, Robert Garry, of 
Lockport, N. Y., spoke briefly at an 
experience meeting, August 8th. He 
said his ambition was to be a good 
Catholic and the best clog dancer in the 
country. He is by trade a machinist, 
and as he worked in the shop a brother 
spoke to himon personalreligion. Soon 
he began to read the Word of God, and 
as he sought the Lord at the fountain, 
he was filled with the truth. After his 
conversion, he loved to speak of the 
wonderful things the Lord had done for 
him. He made the Bible his sole study 
and was frequently called on to hold 
meetings for a thorough understanding 
of the blessed book. Last Winter, his 
mother was converted. He began with 
her by reading about Peter’s mother- 
in-law. Mrs. Garry would not believe 
at first that St. Peter had a wife, but 
when Robert showed her the passage, 
she expressed her amazement that the 
priests never mentioned that interesting 
eveat in the life of the Apostle. 
Brother Garry earnestly besought the 
Christians present, not to exalt their 
churches before Roman Catholics, but 
to lift up Christ, of whom they have 
heard, but whom the priests have cov- 
ered up with their ceremonies and 
superstitions. 

The Rev. Marcus Rainsford, of Lon- 
don, England, father of the rector of 
St. George’s Episcopal Church, New 
York, had many interesting incidents to 
relate of his experience in Ireland, where 
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he was rector for twelve years previous 
to his settlement in England. He is 
an Irishman by birth, and is Irish all 
over in his inimitable manner of telling 
astory. Mr. T. J. Shanks, of the New 
York Witness, thus refers to him: 

Dr. Rainsford’s portly figure and dig- 
nified mien do not at first betoken his 
exceedingly genial temperament. Vi- 
vacity and humor lighten his addresses, 
which are as valuable for their ripe 
scholarship as they are affecting in their 
tender pathos. ‘The faintest suggestion 
of an Irish brogue does not detract 
from the acceptability of his anecdotes. 

In one of his addresses he said that 
in working for Christ it was very im- 
portant to have tact. As an illustra- 
tion he gave one of his choice stories, 
which must be heard from his own lips 
to beappreciated. A Christian friend of 
his who had once been a Roman Catho- 
lic was living among a Roman Catholic 
population, and felt very anxious if pos- 
sible to reach them with the Gospel of 
Christ. 
them tocome and hear him preach, 
they would not:come. 


He knew if he were to invite 


So he had large 
cards printed and posted, saying that 
on a certain evening he would give 
£1,000 to any man who would prove 
that if Peter and the Virgin Mary were 
to come to earth now they would go to 
the Catholic,instead: of the Protestant 
Church, or if he did not prove the con- 
trary. 

A great crowd gathered, and he began 
preaching the Gospel, and when they 
became restless he said: ‘ Now, if Peter 
and Mary were to come on earth, they 
would ask if there were not some places 
of worship where they might go. Oh, 
yes; they would be%told of some great 
churches where high mass was being 
said. They would go in and listen. 
The mass is in Latin, and if Peter un- 
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derstood it he would turn to Mary, say- 
ing: ‘ What is this; they are praying 
to me ; how is this!’ They are asking, 
O, St. Peter, pray for us.” And again 
they listen while they pray to Mary, the 
Mother of God. She says to Peter, 
‘did you ever hear the like of it, they 
are worshipping me, what does it mean? 
Let us go somewhere else. I hear 
there is a church called Trinity, we will 
go there.” When once in, they hear 
the words of Peter in the prayers of the 
people assembled, and Peter says 
‘these are my own words, ‘we are all 
miserable sinners’ and indeed we are.’ 
Then Mary listens and hears, ‘My 
soul doth magnify the Lord,’ and says 
to Peter, “ ’Tis my own song, my own, 
here is where we can worship.’” The 
andience slightly crept away, and no 
One came to try to prove the contrary 
or claim the £1,000. 

It was my privilege to speak on the 
conversion of Catholics at Marquand 
Hall, August 12, and many seemed to 
Rev. Geo. C. 
Needham and his brother, Rev. B. C. 
Needham, were anxious that the work 


be greatly interested. 


among the Catholics should be ex- 
tended over the whole country. 
After a week’s sweet communion 


with the many earnest Christians 
assembled at Northfield, I returned to 
the work in New York, strengthened in 
body and refreshed in spirit. 





Rev. J. A. O’Connor, a converted 
Roman Catholic priest, was in town 
last week. He preaehed very accepta- 
bly one evening, at Brownell Street 
Chapel, and held one parlor meeting. 
He preaches every Sabbath evening at 
Masonic Temple in New York city, 
and edits a monthly magazine called 
THe Converrepd Cartuotic. — Fall 
River (Mass.) Daily News, Aug. 12th. 
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Who Can Forgive Sins? 


EDITORIAL. 





We cannot too often refer to the fact 
that intelligent and respectable Roman 
Catholics deny that the priests forgive 
sins when they pronounce the words of 
absolution. They are ashamed to ac- 
knowledge this cardinal doctrine of the 
Roman Church. We have given in 
previous issues the words of absolution, 
and the decree of the Council of Trent 
declaring the absolution of the priest to 
be a “judiclal act,” not “ merely minis- 
terial.” Such authority should be suffi- 
cient. 

But we have a statement from a Jes- 
uit writer that carries convincing proof. 
Father S. M. Brandi, a Professor in the 
Jusuit College at Woodstock, Md., says 
in a recent number of the Vorth Amer- 
ican Review, ‘We stand in need of 
some healing remedy for sin. ‘ 
Sins are forgiven by the priest’s abso- 
lution.” 

For many years we used this absolu- 
tion for our own soul, and administered 
it to thousands of others, and now, as 
we look back at the blasphemous per- 
formance, we are amazed at our blind- 
ness. Sins are not forgiven by a priest, 
but by the blood of Christ which clean- 
seth us from all sin, and is applied by 
the faith of the penitent. 

“ And two blind men followed Jesus, 
crying, and saying. Son of David, have 
mercy on us. 

And when he was come into the 
house, the blind men came to him: and 
Jesus saith unto them, Believe ye that 
Iam able to dothis? They said unto 
him, yea, Lord. 

Roman Catholics believe that Jesus is 


able to forgive sins. Why will they 
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not ask him? They are afraid of him 
because they have sinned against him, 
But he says,‘ Come to me.” * I will not 
cast you out.” He forgave every one 
who came to him, and he will forgive 
you now, O ! Catholic friend, if you on- 
ly believe and cry, Son of David, have 
mercy on me.” 


Why don’t you try 
him ? 


Cry out to him with sorrow of 
heart for all your sins, and see if he will 
forgive. How will you know that he for- 
gives you? He will surely make it 

You have his word for 
it, the word and promise of God him- 
self. Do not mind the priest. He can- 
not forgive his own sins ;if he could, 
charity would begin at home with him- 
self. Do not goto him. Hemay be 
a good or bad man ; you do not know 
which. He may seem all right to you, 
but he does not confess his sins to you, 
and consequently you can know nothing 
of the secret workings of his heart. 
But you know the heart of Jesus is full 
of love for you. 


known to you. 


He only waits for you 
He is ever seeking and 
calling you; when you seek and call him, 
he will come, embrace you and _ forgive 
all you have ever done against him. 
“Your sins and iniquities he will re- 
member no more.” 


to ask pardon. 


He will not taunt 
you with the defects of your soul or re- 
proach you for the evil you have done. 
Only believe in the cleansing power of 
his blood, and that he came into the 
world to glorify his Father by saving 
your soul, and the work is done. It is 
not your work or that of the absolution 
pronounced by the priest. 
gift of God. 


It is the free 
Believe that the Lord Je- 
sus Christ is ablefand willing to forgive 
Will 
not American Christians whose hearts 
are burning to make this known to ‘the 
heathen in China and Africa, tell it to 


your sins, and they are forgiven. 
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their Roman Catholic neighbors who 
are ignorant of it ? 
“ Though they are slighting him, 
Still he is waiting, 
Waiting the penitent child to receive, 
Plead with them earnestly, 
Plead with them gently: 
He will forgive if they only believe.” 





A “Gospel Wagon.” 





Ferdinand Schiverea, a converted 
Catholic of Brooklyn, has been engaged 
in evangelistic work in that city for sev- 
eral years past. His latest effort to 
reach the people with the good tidings 
of salvation has taken the form of street 
preaching, using a “Gospel Wagon” 
as a pulpit. It is a substantial road 
wagon, covered over, with the excep- 
tion of about two feet of the front, 
which is protected by a hood. On the 
top are two lamps. The dashboard is 
so arranged that it can be turned down 
so as, with the turned over seat, to 
make a good-sized platform. The back 
part of the wagon will be filled with 
Bibles and tracts. The evangelist pur- 
poses to drive about the city until he 
reaches a likely spot, where he will stop, 
arrange his platform, distribute tracts, 
and, under the form of recommending 
his Bibles, which he will sell for a nom- 
inal sum, preach to the crowds which 
he expects to collect. Tie wagon cost 
$310.35. As peddlers are allowed by 
the city laws to declaim as much as 
they choose in selling their wares, Mr. 
Schiverer will in future be able to 
preach as a peddler without molesta- 
tion. 





‘“ FaTHER O’Connor’s LETTERS TO 
Cardinal McCloskey,” 
in cloth. 


192 pp., bound 
Price 50 cents. 


— 


Father Sherman’s Marriage. 





(From the Mew York Sun, July 25.) 

Young William J. Sherman, the son 
of Michael Sherman, a wealthy builder 
of 165 Warren street, Brooklyn, went a 
courting pretty blue-eyed Tillie McCoy, 
the belle of her neighborhood, some 
years ago. He was an assiduous lover, 
and drove every rival from the field. 
He thought he was solid in her affec- 
tions then, and proposed marriage. She 
confessed that she liked him very much, 
but she declined to have him because 
she was too young to marry yet. 

He vainly tried to persuade her to 
change her mind. He went home and 
rather surprised his father, who had al- 
ways wanted him to study for the priest- 
hood, by announcing his willingness to 
do so. He studied dilligently, was reg- 
ularly ordained several years ago, and 
became, with the Rev. Hugh Hand, an 
assistant under the Rev. William J. 
Lane at the Church of the Visitation, 
in Red Hook, South Brooklyn. 

Meanwhile the young priest resumed 
his visits to the house of his former 
sweetheart in Douglas street. He be- 
came very popular in Red Hook, as 
he had a jolly disposition and was fond 
of sport and good fellowship. He was 
often seen going toward the bay with 
his fishing rod on his shoulder, and at 
such times his parishioners, as they 
passed him and politely bowed or greet- 
ed him with a hearty “Good day to 
you, father,” invariably wished him a 
big catch. He was fond of riding on 
the street cars, and there was not a 
conductor or driver in South Brooklyn 
who did not know him. He bought a 
little jib-and-mainsail yacht, which he 
christianed Tillie McCoy, in memory 
of his lost love. 
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Other young men visited Miss Tillie, 
but she gave them no encouragement. 
The young priest spent many evenings 
at her home, and frequently took her 
sailing in his yacht on the bay. When- 
ever anybody intimately acquainted 
with Father Sherman called to see Miss 
Tillie while he was with her, he would 
depart into an adjoining room until the 
unwelcome caller went away. 

Miss Tillie soon found out by his 
help that she did not know her own 
heart when she refused to marry him 
several years before. He told her that 
he was willing to break his celibacy for 
her sake. She remonstrated at first, 
and begged him to think what a blow 
his desertion from the Church would be 
to his parents, but his pleadings won 
her over, and they began to prepare for 
the marriage. 

They confided their desire to two 
friends, a young man and his sweet- 
heart, who promised to help them out. 
It was arranged that the quartet should 
cross the ferry to this city on the night 
of Monday, June 14, last, and go to the 
house of a certain Protestant Episcopal 
clergyman. ‘They employed a cabman 
at the Battery. 

“Ts it a marriage ?” the cabman in- 
quired. 

“To,” 


groom. 


responded the expectant 

“Well,” I know just the dominie 
you want,” and the cabman gave his 
whip a flourish and crack and away 
they rattled. 

It stopped in front of the residence 
of the Rev. Francis J. Schneider, 91 
Second avenue. It was nearly mid- 
night, and the elergyman had gone to 
bed. But he soon came to the door 
and the bridal party filed in. 


The groom, who is stout, dark eyed, 
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and rather good looking, wore his usual 
sombre street dress, and the bride was 
in light summer attire. The marriage 
ceremony was brief and according to 
the Protestant form. The young priest 
put a plain gold ring on his bride’s fin- 
ger, and she took it off afterward, 
slipped a ribbon through it, and hung 
the ribbon around her neck. 

The groom said he was 27 years of 
age. 


The bride gave her age as 25. 


The party returned to Brooklyn im- 
mediateiy after the hurried ceremony. 
The bride was left at her own home in 
Douglass street, and the groom returned 
to the priest’s residence, 77 Verona 
street, just half a block from the big 
granite church. Of course the mar- 
riage secret leaked out. The young 
priest’s mother was among the first to 
hear of it. She visited the home of Mrs. 
McCoy and gave the bride such a 
shock that she became ill. Young 
Sherman took his wife away from 
Brooklyn on the following day and 
brought her to this city. They stopped 
for a time at the Grand Union Hotel. 

Meanwhile the priest continued to 
perform his churchly duties as if noth- 
ing were out of the way. But his 
mother would not let him rest. She 
went to Father Hand and told him she 
suspected that her son had married 
Tillie McCoy. Father Hand saw Fa- 
ther Sherman and asked him if it was 
true that he had violated his vows. He 
intimated that he had been indiscreet, 
but that is all he would say. 

A Sun reporter called at the resi- 
dence of the young priest’s mother on 
Thursday and Friday. Neither the 
builder nor his wife was at home, but 
the sister of the groom said emphati- 
cally that it was not true that her broth- 
erwas married. But rumors of his mar- 
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riage grew thicker and thicker, and his 
mother became suspicious again. On 
Friday last she paid another visit to the 
house of the McCoys. She asked Mrs. 
McCoy if her daughter and the young 
priest were there. Mrs. McCoy said 
they were. 

“*Do’you believe they are married?” 
Mrs. Sherman asked. 

Mrs. McCoy suggested that if Mrs. 
Sherman wished to find convincing evi- 
dence of her son’s marriage she could 
go up stairs, where she would find hus- 
band and wife in a room together. Mrs. 
Sherman, in tempestuous mood, ran up 
stairs and suddenly burst in upon the 
affirighted pair. She is reported to 
have pounced upon her erring son 
and boxed his ears, and then to have 
made the young bride kneel and swear 
with uplifted, clasped hands that she 
was not the wife of Father Sherman. 
The vigorous mother then returned to 
her home in a happier frame of mind, 
and the young priest took his bride to 
a boarding house in Atlantic avenue. 
He confided his marriage to a few of 
his intimate friends, and said he would 
leave the city with his wife. He ex. 
pects to become a clerk for the Inter- 
national Steamboat Company in Bos- 
ton, and thus earn enough to support 
himself and wife. 

(From the ew York Star, Aug. 1.) 

Since his marriage to his old sweet- 
heart, Miss Tillie McCoy, young Fa- 
ther William J. Sherman and his bride 
have been enjoying a quiet honeymoon 
at the home of Mr. Andrew A. Joyce, 
No. 958 Atlantic avenue, Brooklyn. 
Mr. Joyce is an uncle of the ex-priest’s 
wife. When the secret of the marriage 
leaked out he readily offered the young 
couple an asylum in his home, where 
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they would be secure from the pryin 
eyes of the curious. 

He had been led to believe that be- 
fore Father Sherman decided to aban- 
don his priestly calling he had arranged 
for entering the employ of a Boston 
steamboat company as clerk. Now it 
seems that the notoriety his marriage 
has brought him is an objection in their 
eyes, and for the past week or two he 
has been casting about for other means 
of supporting himself and his wife. He 
has received no assistance from his fa- 
ther, who is a wealthy contractor, and 
Mr. Joyce says if there hadn’t been 
such a furore raised over the marriage 
the young man would have had a situ- 
ation before this. 

Early yesterday morning, or some 
time during the previous night, a party 
of young men emphasized their disap- 
proval of the sacrilegious marriage by 
towing the Tillie McCoy from her 
moorings at Red Hook parish out into 
Gowanus Bay. This is the ex-priest’s 
yacht, in which, with his sweetheart at 
the tiller, he did a good deal of his 
ante-nuptial courting. The young men, 
after erasing the name of tie little craft, 
bored a number of holes in her hull, 
and she sank in fifteen feet of water. 


MANY INTERESTING ARTICLES ARE 
held over this month, among them that 
relating to “The Rule of St. Benedict” 
and the internal government of St. Vin- 
cent’s Abbey. 


WE WILL SEND THE CONVERTED 
CaTHOLIc from now to the end of the 
year, to all new subscribers, at 25 cents 
each. We hope our friends will get us 
many new readers at this low rate. Ask 


them and they will subscribe. 
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** Priest-ridden Long Enough.” 





This is 
New 


what a Catholic woman of 
Haven, Conn., said to Father 
Maloney, of St. John’s Roman Catholic 
Church in that city, the other day, when 
he threatened her with excommunica 
tion for sending her children to the 
public schools. 

The New Haven Register of August 
gth says : 

The parishioners of St. John’s Church 
were greatly surprised and agitated yes- 
terday at the 10:30 o'clock mass by 
Father Maloney’s sermon, which took 
the form of an oratorical assault on the 
public schools. He first read the Gos- 
pel of the day, and after making a few 
remarks upon it, he tackled the subject 
nearest his heart with a vim that 
showed how thoroughly he felt what he 
was talking about. He said that dur- 
ing the past few weeks he had been 
making a tour among the parishioners 
inquiring why it was that the parochial 
schools were not better attended by the 
children of the parish. 

“In some instances,” said he, ‘I 
was cordially received, but in others I 
was not, and I certainly did not expect 
the treatment I received from some of 
the people. In one instance I called 
upon a woman who told me that she 
would not do as I wished; that the 
people had been priest-ridden long 
enough, and that she would give her 
children an education if they never saw 
the inside of a Catholic church or Sun- 
day-school. 

‘Look at me,’ she said to me, * how 
many salt tears have I shed because | 
have not an education, and how dee; ly 
I have regretted it?’ I told her that 
I hoped God would pity her, and I 
never felt so much like putting the 
curse of God upon anyone in my life.” 

*Such.” continued the preacher, 
“were some of the receptions I re 
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ceived, and I was much surprised to see 
that there was such a feeling in the par- 
ish. In many cases where I have 
called and met the mothers of families, 
the women have said : 

“* Father, I would be perfectly wil- 
ling to send the chiildren to the paro- 
chial schools but their father will not 
do so.’ In many cases I have been 
openly insulted on these visits. Now, 
I want the heads of families to talk the 
matter up before I call, and when I do 
call I want a definite answer, yes or no, 
It wou!d be far better that the children 
had no education than an education 
without a religious training. Why, in 
the City of Hartford, the city of the 
bishop,, no Catholics are allowed to re- 
ceive absolution or communion who 
do not send their children to the paro- 
chial schools. I am going to the synod, 
at Hartford, next Tuesday, and if they 
all feel the same way that I do on this 
subject, there will not be any one in St. 
John’s parish who will get absolution or 
be permitted to come to the altar rail, 
if they send their children to the public 
schools.” 


The synod was held and we under- 
stand Father Maloney was the hero of 
the hour for the bold stand he had taken 
against the public schools. Will the in- 
telligent people of St, John’s Church 
obey man rather than God? We hope 
not. As the good woman said to 
Father Maloney, “they have been 
priest-ridden long enough.” 


Tue Convertep CarHotic. Edited by 
Father O’Connor. 60 Bible House. 
New York. 

Weare glad this capital monthly is now 
obtainable in London of Mr. John Ken- 
sit, 18 Paternoster Row. We venture to 
think its circulation will be large when 
its interest and close bearing on the 
controversy with Rome become known. 
Its aim is the conversion of Roman 
Catholics, but it is also calculated to 
do good service in the Protestant cause. 
—Lendon World and Work. 
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CONVERTS FROM ROME. 
BETHEL, N. Y., July 31, 1886. 
DEAR FATHER O'CONNOR: 

At the request of Mr. Williams, I 
write to give you a little of my experi- 
ence. I have held back now for some 
time, and I am really ashamed for doing 
sO. 

I have always been a Roman Catholic, 
until I was married four years ago to a 
Protestant. I can say with my whole 
heart that I have never been sorry since 
I left that Church., but I thank God 
for his many mercies to me. I joined 
the Reformed Presbyterian Church at 
White Lake, on the 22d of May. My 
people know nothing of it at present, 
and I know my mother will feel very 
sorry when she hears of it, for she gave 
me up for lost, when I left the Roman 
Church. She told my husband she was 
very sorry for him, for he was a good 
man and worthy of a good wife, but he 
would never get to heaven, for all Prot- 
estants were lost. I have never spoken 
to any of my friends, but my mother 
and one of my sisters since I was mar- 
ried, for they all disowned me. I felt 
bad at first, but I took to studying the 
Bible and comparing it with the teach- 
ings of the Roman Church, and I thank 
God for the truth. After all, what is 
the loss of my friends compared with 
the loss of my soul; for what “ doth it 
profit a man, if he gain the whole world 
and lose his own soul;” and I know 
and am satisfied that Christ died for 
mankind, not the Virgin Mary nor the 
Saints. Although I never ex; ect to be 
as good as either, yet I look for mercy 
at the throne of God, through my Re- 
deemer’s precious blood. 

I held back from writing to you, but 
every time I thought of it—Matthew, 


X.: Vv. 23.— Whosoever shall deny 
Me before men, him will I deny before 
My Father which is in heaven,” came 
before my mind. Now, I write this, 
for I have no desire to serve two mas- 
ters. ‘No man having put his hand to 
the plough, and looking back, is fit for 
the Kingdom of God.” So with God’s 
help, no matter how hard the ground, 
I will look ahead at what is yet for me 
to do, not at what I have done. 

I get your ConverrepD CaTHOLIC 
every month and like it much, and so 
does my husband. This is more than 
I thought I could write to you, but I 
could fill a dozen pages of what is left 
behind me in the Catholic 
Church. Any one that has money has 
favor in that Church. I learned that 
at the Sisters’ school. The last Roman 
Catholic church I attended had reg- 
ular charges admission. They 
charged five eents to enter at seven 
o'clock mass, ten cents at nine o'clock, 
and twenty cents at eleven o'clock 
mass, and would refuse you admission 
if you did not pay. Although belong- 
ing to the Sodality of the B. V. M. I 


was refused admission once when I had 
forgotten my pocket-book, and was 
afraid I would bé late for mass. I 
must close now, wishing you great suc- 
cess in your work, and what is best of 
all, God's blessing on you at all times. 

Respectfully yours, 

Mrs. Cuas. McKay. 

[Rev. J. B. Williams, to whom our 
correspondent refers, has been pastor 
of the Reformed Presbyterian Church, 
White Lake, N. Y., for nearly thirty 
years. Few men have exerted a greater 


Roman 


for 


influence for good than this unassum- 
ing pastor, whom every one in Sullivan 
County knows and loves, We have to 
thank him for many acts of kindness, 


—Ep. C. C.] 








266 
Conversion of Rev. ©. Miel, D. D. 





To the Editor of the Converted Catholic: 

My Dear Sir.—I note in your issue 
of last June, page 177, you name the 
Rev. C. Miel, D.D., as one of the con- 
verts from Popery. I am glad to find 
that he is so well engaged in the good 
cause. It may be interesting to you 
and your readers to hear that I was 
the humble means of his conversion, 
and I send you a translation of his let- 
ter to me announcing that happy event. 

Yours sincerely, 
C. H. CoLLerre, 

London. 

Zo Charles Hastings Collette, E-sq.: 

Sir.—As you were the first instru- 
ment employed by God to remove the 
scales from my eyes, it is my wish that 
you may be the first person to whom I 
communicate the happy change which 
divine grace has effected in my views 
and in my heart. 

In the first place I will avow, with- 
out circumlocution, how deeply it has 
grieved me to discover, as you so accu- 
rately pointed out, not that I had de- 
ceived myself, but that our most es- 
teemed theologians deceived 
rather deceived themselves. 


us, or 
Neverthe- 
less, compelled to yield to evidence re- 
specting the untruthfulness of one of 
the principal citations in my pamphlet, 
I thought I was able to fall back upon 
the others, which were numerous, and, 
in my opinion, conclusive. Alas, sir, 
you have too successfully shown to me 
that these deserved no more confidence 
than the first. I then fell back upon 
history. I thought I could find in the 
historical documents proof of the pri- 
macy of the Bishop of Rome, ¢. ¢., of 
the Papal Supremacy. I brought for- 
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ward with confidence the most impor- 
tant of the facts upon which Roman 
Catholic doctors base their system. But 
ere long a more attentive and unbiased 
examination of these facts, to which I 
was incited by your attacks, proved to 
me that they were either of no weight 
or of doubtful authenticity; and for a 
few which seem to favor the Roman 
Catholic pretensions, I discovered in- 
numerable instances of manifest con- 
tradictions to the thesis which I had 
undertaken to defend—“ The Pope and 
the Holy Scriptures” and “The Pope 
and the Primitive Church.” And thus 
I found that if your observations upon 
my pamphlets were faulty in style, if 
they seemed on some occasions want- 
ing in suitable dignity, and often want- 
ing in softness, at least you had the 
right and truth of the controversy at 
the foundation, which is the essential 
point. The question at issue between 
us is too serious, and I brought to the 
controversy too much good faith to suf- 
fer me to make use of any subterfuges. 

The critical and historical researches 
to which your observations led me were 
followed by others of no less impor- 
tance. When I saw the Roman doc- 
trine could not stand before the face of 
history, I asked whether it had not, at 
any rate, a firm foundation on the Gos- 
pel. And let me tell you, sir, it was a 
great day in my existence in which, af- 
ter long internal struggles which a real 
Roman Catholic alone can understand, 
I at last resolved to read the Gospel in 
a sincere but unbiassed spirit. I had 
read it hundreds of times before, but 
simply with a view to edification, and 
with a full and fixed determination 
never to see in the sacred text any oth- 
er sense than that adopted by the Ro- 
man Church. But on this occasion I 
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at last resolved to take the opinion of 
my reason alone, assisted by prayer. 
Scarcely had I perused a page or two in 
this new disposition of mind when I 
was stupified at finding in the Divine 
Book a doctrine which I had never be- 
fore observed in it, and which is, in al- 
most every point, the condemnation of 
the teaching of Rome. The limits of 
this letter do not permit me to enter 
on the present occasion into any detail; 
but I defy any one to read the Gospel 
as I have—I mean free from prejudice 
and in uprighteousness of heart—with- 
out arriving at the result which, thanks 
be to God, I have myself attained. I 
hope to be able shortly to publish on 
this subject a few remarks which will 
be, as it were, a historical review of my 
studies, my observations, and my re- 
searches ; it will serve to guide some 
souls in the way which leads to the 
truth; at all events it will be a testi- 
mony of the sincerity and (if I may say 
so) of the caution with which I have 
proceeded. 

I should have been justified in con- 
tenting myself with this double investi- 
gation of the Gospels and of the early 
ages of Christianity. I had a right 
from that moment to draw my conclu- 
sions against the system of Rome. 
However, in order that no one might, 
on any subsequent occasion, have it in 
their power to reproach me with having 
declared myself in a matter of such 
gravity without the fullest considera- 
tion, I wished to make a last trial. I 
undertook for this sole purpose a jour- 
ney to Rome, in order to see the sys- 
tem in question on the spot, and on 
its direct application to men and things 
around it. Oh! it is there, it is at 
Rome itself that facts speak, and as- 


suredly in eloquent language. I can- 


not explain to myself how, without ref- 
erence to any previous studies, any 
man with an upright heart, with a mind 
sincerely attached to truth, can con- 
tinue a Roman Catholic, after it has 
once been given him to see and ob- 
serve Rome with an impartial eye. 
Everywhere is to be found superstition 
occupying the place of religion ; every- 
where an odious traffic in objects of de- 
votion; everywhere shameful specula- 
tions based upon the credulity of the 
simple minded; man receiving even in 
God’s house the homage which is due 
to God alone ; amidst a population of 
mendicants, the strange luxury of Car- 
dinals and Pontiffs, who account them- 
selves the sole legitimate successors of 
the Fishermen of Galilee, and as the 
first among the servants of him who 
had not where to lay his head; every- 
where the dense ignorance of their 
poor people, as moulded by their hands, 
in whose hearts is scarcely any longer 
to be discovered the trace of a noble 
or generous feeling. Sir, I remained 
but four weeks in Rome, and I think I 
did well to stay no longer; but from 
the first moment of my sojourn in the 
so-called Holy City, I seemed ever to 
hear resounding in my ears that mys- 
terious voice which was heard in the 
Temple of Jerusalem shortly before 
its destruction, ‘‘ Let us flee hence! 
Let us flee hence!” I have in 
fact gone out of her, and _ not- 
withstanding the private character of 
this letter, you may consider it as the 
first written document by which I re- 
nounce for ever all ministry in the 
Church of Rome. It is not lawful for 
me any longer to serve an institution 
which claims to be divine, when a deep- 
er study and research compel me to see 
in her but the work of man—I will even 
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say,the greatest work of the pride of man. 

I do not, however, consider that I 
have fulfilled all my duties toward truth 
and the Christian world. I shall con- 
tinue to carry on with all the zeal of 
which I am capable my meditations 
and studies. Join, I beg of you, your 
prayers with mine for the blessings of 
heaven upon those studies and medita- 
tions, and that the day may come when 
it shall be given to me to bring some 
of my brethren in error to participate 
in the light of grace which God shall 
have shown me. 

I should be happy, sir, if, after hav- 
ing formerly known each other as ad- 
versaries, we may henceforth have in- 
tercuurse as friends. But in any event 
I beg you will accept the sentiments of 
deep esteem with which I am your 
very humble and obedient servant. 


MIEL. 
London, 27th January, 1854. 





With the above comes this kind note: 


My Dear Sir.—I continue to re- 
ceive your excellent journal. It has 
occurred to me that the above would 
be very valuable to your pages. Though 
in my 71st year, thank God my ener- 
gies are not impaired, and I continue 
daily in the good work, which you will 
see by the enclosed I have so success- 
fully commenced. 

Yours sincerely, 
C. H. Co.ierre. 
2 Lanhite oad, St. Peter’s Park, Lon- 

don, W., July 21st, 1886. 


LETTER FROM A FORMER PRIEST. 
DEAR FarHEeR O'CONNOR: 

The Church teaches that 
“sins must be confessed as they were 
committed,” so far only as the penitent 
car. recall them with their attendan, 
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circum- 
This is a great deal, however 
qualified it may appear, since it occa- 
sions endless scruples and mental agon- 
ies buried only with the dead. 

The Roman Church is cunning and 
crafty, as you are proving in every issue 
of ‘THE CONVERTED CaTHOLic. She 
frequently drops or conceals a weapon 
that might be turned against her by a 
skilful antagonist. I was impressively 
taught to look more to the spirit than 
to the letter, and, if I mistake not, your 
own best guides were mostly my guides. 
We were both encouraged to think a 
little for ourselves, to which we may 
owe in some measure the freedom we 
now enjoy. 

Were you not told, as I was, that 
Liguori’s filthy theology was largely 
written for the benefit of the depraved 
Italians of his day? It may have been 
good enough for Curate or Archbishop 
Baillargeon, but I am still amazed that 
Chiniquy could not see his way through 
‘““Mary’s tears and sobs, mingled with 
her frank declaration of the most hu- 
miliating actions”* to such forgiveness 
as he could pronounce. 

You very pertinently ask, ‘“ Would 
the Saviour put back any one under 
like circumstances ?” Chiniquy, at the 
time of this putting back, believed him- 
self to be the accredited representative 
of Jesus Christ. How Romanism does 
blind the eyes of men! 


aggravating or extenuating 
stances. 


During my six long years of servi- 
tude I certainly confessed more than 
50,000, net one of whom with tearful 
voice revealed a sin to me without re. 
ceiving such poor consolation as Rome’s 
system of torture still permits. 

Truly yours, T. P. H. 

New York, July, 1886. 


*The Priest, Woman and Confessional, p.38 

















By Birth a Roman Catholic; By 
Grace a Child of God. 


—_ 


By Rev. J. C. GRIMMELL. 





John Menz was a Roman Catholic 
His parents and grand parents had been 
such. He could not remember ever 
having neglected a single service in the 
church at which it was possible to at- 
tend. He had found it convenient, 
times without number, to rise at four 
o'clock to hear the solemn rendering of 
mass in a foreign tongue. He gave all 
he could for the material welfare of his 
beloved Church ; he lived for it. 

When a young man he came to 
choose a wife ; the first requisite was 
that she must be a devoted Catholic. 
As God gave him children, two sons 
and a daughter, they were sent with 
painful regularity the parochial 
school, and John enjoined upon the 
priest to give them an education suita- 
ble for the most conscientious of 
Rome’s children. 

His home was ornamented in har- 
mony with his views. On the best wall 
hung a large portrait of Pius IX. There 
were representations of noted saints, 
both male and female ; of the death-bed 
triumph of a faithful Catholic ; of souls 
writhing in the flames of Purgatory. 

He worked in a large factory. Two- 
thirds of the men were of the same 
faith with him. 
creasing. Men who were avowed infi* 
dels had no cause for complaint, but 
workmen whom the Catholic part could 
term Protestants, frequently found jthe 
atmosphere of the factory so uncongen 


to 


Their number was in- 


ial that, at the first opportunity of em- 
ployment elsewhere, they left this hu- 
man bee-hive. 
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There was one man in the factory 
who was not (though he had been) a 
Roman Catholic. He was a member 
of a little German Baptist Church in 
New York. He was an enigma to all 
classes among his co-laborers. Always 
cheerful; never at his wit’s end to turn 
a caustic fling upon its agreeable side, 
he was the first to call upon any one 
who might be detained from work by 
All felt, as one of the work- 
men said: “That man has something 
within himself that is more worth hav- 
ing than A. T. Stewart's millions.’* 

John Menz thought it a pity that he 
was not a Roman Catholic. His light 
of exemplary walk and conversation 
shone forth the same one time as an- 
other. He never spoke about religion, 
but he often read in a little book which 
he carried in his pocket. 

This little book one day fell into the 
hands of John Menz. He opened it 
and read the title: “The New Testa- 
ment of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ.” He scanned the entire page ; 
he turned it over to find some allusion 
to the arch heretic Luther; he found 
none. He laid the book where he had 
found it and resumed his work. 

Upon returning, Bernhard Reveis 
could not fail to notice the searching 
gaze of his next man. When the whis- 
tle blew John Menz kept step with 
Bernhard Reveis, and they had not gone 
far when he said: ‘ Bernhard, do you 
believe in the teachings of Martin 
Luther ?” 

“ Not much,” was the reply, “ Mar- 
tin Luther did not give us the Bible. 
That was before Luther.” 

“ Yes,” said John, “God gave that 
to the Holy Mother Church.” 

“Now stop a moment, John,” said 
Bernhard, “our Lord and Saviour, Je- 


sickness. 
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sus Christ, gave the New Testament to 
his Apostles.” 

“But they were Roman Catholics,’ 
said John. 

“ Did you read that in the New Tes- 
tament ?” was Bernhard’s inquiry. 

“No, I never saw the New Testa- 
ment until—,”’ John could not finish 
the sentence, being perplexed as to 
whether he should confess the secret 
act to the priest before he stated it to 
any one else. In the short interval it 
came like a flash to Bernhard’s mind 
how he had carefully left his book on 
the bench, and how it had not been de- 
stroyed, as had been a former copy. 
With a silent ejaculation for divine aid, 
he said : 

“John, would you like to have the 
New Testament over night in your 
keeping?” With a little hesitancy the 
hand was outstretched, and the New 
Testament of our Lord and Saviour Je- 
sus Christ entered one of the home fort- 
resses of Rome. 

John’s wife was slightly ill and re- 
tired early. She and the children were 
surprised to hear father postpone the 
usual family games after supper and 
send them all to their beds. 

It was after three o'clock in the 
morning when the book was closed. 
John had read the four Gospels and 
the beginning of the Acts. 
not sleep. 


He could 
What he had read did not 
trouble him so much as what he had 
not read. He had not read anything 
about the installment of the first Pope 
at Rome, nor of the confessional, nor 
of God’s command of mass in behalf of 
the dead, nor of the worship of Mary. 
At five o’clock he was bowing at his 
accustomed seat in church. Here he 


reveled in a marvellous feeling of secu- 
rity. 


The face of the Saviour hanging 








upon the cross seemed to be shining 
upon him until he felt that the verita- 
ble Saviour was present with him ; and, 
by the dim light of the tapers, the forms 
of the painted saints seemed to stand 
forth ready to testify to the sacredness 
and establishment of this the Church. 
Never before had the impression been 
so vivid. Was this because of the 
book he had in his pocket? Then to 
read the book could not be asin. Al- 
most ready to adopt this conclusion, he 
found it time to think of breakfast and 
work. When he entered the street 
he remembered nothing about his pray- 
ers. He had repeated the full number, 
which he knew by the accomplished ro- 
sary, but it had been entirely of the 
lips; an act of devotion, mechanically 
performed. ‘I have been a hypocrite 
for once,” he murmured, as he went 
rapidly through the silent streets. And 
yet that strange feeling of a real Sav- 
iour’s presence followed him and the 
closing words of Matthew’s Gospel bore 
upon his mind: “Lo, I am with you 
every day, unto the end of the world !’ 
(German translation). 

“Will you have the New Testament 
of our Lord and Saviour another 
night ?? was Bernhard’s question to 
John that evening. 

“Yes, with thanks,” was the prompt 
reply. But when on the following day 
the book was returned he said to Bern- 
hard: “The Church must be right in 
denying the book to common hands. 
It perplexes me. I am afraid I shall 


” 


be sick if I keep on reading it.” 

“ Yet, why is it,” queried Bernhard, 
“that I, who am no better than you, 
find nothing to perplex me, but only 
comfort and light in those blessed 
words, without which there never could 
’¢ any true church in the world ?” 
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Before a week had passed John had 
bought a Bible. He read it as one in 
despair reads the happy counselling of 
a true friend. He was in despair. The 
more he read the more his impression 
deepened that the church of his child- 
hood was opposed to the simplicity of 
God’s revealed truth. “ The truth shall 
make you free!” he had read. “It is 
the truth first, and then the Church 
which I must have,” he had said to 
himself over and over again. He felt 
a growing conviction that he was fast 
apostatizing from the fold of the saved ; 
that he must confess the errors into 
which he was drifting. Nevertheless 
he resolved to go on, or rather he went 
on, resolving to begin the new year by 
getting the forgiveness of the priest; 
until then he would go on in his search 
for the foundations of faith, as laid 
down in the Bible. 

New Year was due in a week. Hav- 
ing gone so far, John resolved to go one 
step further during his self-imposed 
short term. “Where do you go to 
church ?” he asked Bernhard, on the 
Saturday evening. Bernhard told him 
and the hour for the morning service. 
“Good,” said John to himself; “ then 
I can go to my own church first, and 
that will be something to mitigate my 
offence when I go to confession.” He 
opened his eyes wide with astonish- 
ment, as he entered the large but plain 
Baptist church. No altar, no pictures, 
no crucifix, no surpliced man at the 
desk! But an indefinable something 
made him feel at ease here. There, 
above the platform, he read the words: 
“Lo, I am with you every day, unto 
the end of the world.” He understood 
every word of the entire service. It 
was all about Jesus. It was all in the 
strong vernacular of his German moth- 
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er. There was a service announced 
for New Year's eve: “an old-fashioned 
German Lovefeast in Christ.” ‘*My 
last chance,” thought John ; “I will go, 
and then I will confess and be myself 
again.” 

The Lovefeast came and so did John. 
There was a short sermon on the les- 
son from the flight of time. Then 
there were many hymns sung by happy 
voices. Then there were addresses 
from men in the common walks of life, 
men whom he well knew, and there— 
the best of all he had ever heard, came 
from the lips of his fellow-workman, 
Bernhard Reveis, as he told, in straight- 
forward language, the wonderful story, 
how God led him out of the darkness 
of Rome to the light in the counten- 
ance of Jesus Christ our only Saviour. 
With burning earnestness he closed 
with the words: ‘Oh, will you not 
pray to him, my friends ? He can open 
your eyes. It is not the fault of truth 
that you are in doubt; the fault is with 
your eyes. Come, let us pray now !” 
and with him the congregation bowed 
in earnest prayer. The prayer seemed 
appropriate to the conscious condition 
of John’s soul ; others followed in sup- 
plications just as striking, until at last 
John raised his eyes to realize if he 
were not dreaming; but there was a 
mist before his gaze; hot tears were 
falling fast. He bowed his head once 
more, and out of the depths of his dis- 
tress he cried: “* Oh God, give me one 
indication by which I may know, this 
very night, what I shall do!” 

There was a cup of coffee and a 
piece of plain cake passed to each one 
present, and there was a half hour for 
social intercourse. Many hands were 
extended to him; many “ welcomes” 
went from heart to heart. It seemed 
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to him now as though there were no 
need of any crucifix here, for Christ 
manifested his presence; no need of 
pictured saints, for the living, real saints 
were here. The love of Christ filled all 
hearts and his joy made radiant every 
face. At the midnight hour the pastor 
read the matchless prayer of Christ 
from the seventeenth chapter of St. 
John, and then commended the disci- 
ples of Jesus into his keeping for the 
year. After this he gave a printed 
card to each one present, and John’s 
read: ‘“ Who can forgive sins but God 
alone ?” 

Coming so unexpectedly to a mind 
steeped in superstition from earliest 
youth, it seemed all the more to him as 
a direct revelation of the will of God. 
He hurried home. He was surprised 
to find his wife up yet. She was read- 
ing the Bible for the first time. Al- 
most before he had time to say: “ Hap- 
py New Year,” she had raised her eyes 
penetratingly to him and, with the fin- 
ger pointing to the passage, she said: 
“John, see what God’s word says!” 
And he read aloud with trembling lips: 
“ Who can forgive sins but God alone ?” 
“Yes, dear wife,” he added, after a 
short pause, “that is God’s Word! 
Christ's answer proves the question one 
of everlasting truth. Our sins, though 
absolved by men, are not forgiven ; but 
God will forgive.” 

And God did forgive. On that New 
Year’s day Bernhard had by special in- 
vitation been a visitor, who having 
Before he 
left John’s room the crucifix on the bu- 
reau had been removed, and the Bible 
placed there, evermore to stay. John 
and his wife both learned to sing one 
of the first hymns that he had heard on 
Sunday before New Year's. 


come, could not get away. 


As they 
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sung it together that evening, with the 
peace of God, by the blood of Jesus 
Christ, in their hearts, there was a tear 
for every line. They knew full well 
that relatives and friends would not 
greet this step with kindly words, nev- 
eitheless they sang : 

‘* Jesus, see, my wavering spirit 

Ventures now to trust in Thee. 

I will follow as thou guidest, 

Be Thou more than life to me. 

Though the whole world now reject me, — 

Jesus, Lord, I trust in Thee !” 

A few Sundays later husband and 
wife stepped down into the baptismal 
waters together, and were buried with 
Christ, henceforth to walk in a new 
life. Ten years have gone since then, 
but one of the most fearless of Chris- 
tians is John Menz, who often says of 
himself, “By birth a Roman Catholic, 
but by grace a child of the living God.” 
—Home Mission Monthly. 





Expelling the Jesuits. 





The following telegram appeared in 
the daily papers, July 15, 1886: “A 
despatch from Callao reports that at a 
meeting held in the public square a res- 
olution was adopted to petition the 
Government to take steps for the expul- 
sion of the Jesuits from Peru.” <A few 
days later another telegram was publish. 
ed announcing that a similar meeting 
was held on the 20th at Lima. Com- 
menting on this the London Standard 
remarks: ‘ The fact that, at crowded 
meetings at Lima and Callao, resolu- 
tions have been passed petitioning Gov- 
ernment to take steps for the expulsion 
of the Jesuits from Peru, indicates an 
extraordinary change in public feeling 
in that country. It is but a few years 
since Peru was perhaps the most priest- 
ridden country on the face of the globe 
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Giving His Reasons Why He Left 
the Roman Catholic Church. 


By Rev. Joun C. CoL.ins. 


[The following is a nearly verbatim 
account of a conversation which took 
place a number of years since between 
Rev. John C. Collins, of New Haven, 
Conn., and the Mother Superior of a 
Convent school in western New York. 
The young sisters of Mr. Collins were 
in the school, and on his calling to see 
them shortly after his conversion, he 
was taken to task for his belief in the 
“pure and undefiled” religion of Jesus. 
The conversation was written out im- 
mediately after it occurred, and is now 
for the first time printed word for word. 
Mr. Collins wishes it to be remembered 
that the language and arguments are 
those of a mere boy, he being at the 
time scarcely 18 years of age.—Ep.1 

Collins.—The little girls seem to have 
advanced considerably in their studies 
during the past year. 

Mother Superior.—Yes, and better 
still they have grown good. 

C.—Most certainly. But when we 
combine increase in temporal as well as 
spiritual knowledge, it is still better. 

M. S.—Most assuredly. But it can- 
not be that you are a Protestant, who 
received your early training in the 
Catholic Church ? 

C.—I certainly am what you calla 
Protestant ; but I hope some time to 
see the bounds of prejudice and useless 
doctrine. which now separate Protes- 
tant and Catholic, removed, and Cath- 
olic and Protestant known only as 
Christians working together for their 
Master’s cause. I believe there are to- 
day in the Catholic Church men and 
women who are more self-sacrificing, 
who not only are more willing to give 
up everything, but wo do give up every- 
thing for their Master; who are truer, 
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purer Christians than can be found 
anywhere in the Protestant Church. 
But such men and women are excep- 
tions, while in the Protestant Church 
religion is more equally distributed 
among all the members. The spirit of 
religion pervades the whole Church. 
Who drink the most rum, who break 
the Sabbath in greater number, who 
take the name of God in vain more 
frequently, Catholics or Protestants ? 

M. S.—Catholics. But you all know 
that the Protestants are more refined 
and intelligent, and belong to a higher 
class of society, and their self-respect 
keeps them from doing those things 
which Catholics do from the very force 
of their circumstances. Besides, the 
Church does not teach them to do these 
things, and therefore cannot be blamed. 
These things are done by Catholics and 
will be down to the end of time. This 
utter disregard of the Church’s teach- 
ings will cause the destruction of 
more Catholics than anything else. I 
believe that in heaven there will be both 
Catholics and Protestants, and that 
there will be more Protestants saved 
than Catholics. I believe that any 
Protestant will be saved who does not 
commit mortal sin, and who is bap- 
tized. 

C.—You will remember that I said 
that a greater spirit of religion per- 
vaded the Protestant than the Catholic 
Church ; this you admitted. Well now, 
if I have a certain piece of work to per- 
form, and if I don’t do it well, there is 
a defect in my way of doing it; and if 
you trace my piece of work back you 
will find some reason or cause why I 
did not succeed. 
there is a cause. 
sult a good cause. 
sult a bad cause. 


For every result 
For every good re- 


For every bad re- 
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M. S.—Yes, that is so. 

C.—Well, place two results side by 
side; both are bad, but one is worse 
than the other. Since you admit what 
I have said, you cannot help but ad- 
mit that there are more bad causes in 
the one result than in the other. 

C.—Well then, let us apply this ar- 
gument to the two Churches. We see 
in the religious life of the members of 
the two Churches what they respect- 
fully have achieved—the results of the 
two religions. We are both agreed 
upon this, that while there are men and 
women in the Catholic Church who are 
more devoted to religion than in the 
Protestant Church, yet in the Prot- 
estant Church there are more men and 
women who are striving to lead Chris- 
tian lives than in the Catholic. 
fore, the results of the Protestant 
Church are better than those of the 
Catholic. 


There- 


Hence, the good causes 


which lead to these results are greater 


in Protestants than in the Catholic 
Church. And so it certainly looks to 
me as if the Protestant Church was 
better than the Catholic. The lady 
did not answer this, but instead asked 
the question : 

M. S.—How is it that you Protes- 
tants (or rather the Protestants—I ex- 
cept you, as I cannot believe that you 
are a Protestant), how is it the Protes- 
tants never pray to the Virgin Mary? 
She sustains relations to 
Christ as any earthly mother does to 


the same 
her son, and the son will more readily 
grant a favor to his mother than to any 
other person. I knew a young Protes- 
tant lady once who replied, on my ask- 
ing her to say the “ Hail Mary,” that 
she could not be brought to do so un- 
der any circumstances. And yet this 
same young lady firmly believed that 
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she would be lost if she died in the re- 
ligion which she then professed. 

C.—Suppose that you wished to ob- 
tain a favor from some merchant and 
the merchant had a clerk, you being 
just as intimate with the merchant as 
with the clerk, would you not think it 
a waste of time to go to the clerk and 
request him to ask the merchant to 
grant your favor? Our relations with 
Christ are even more intimate than with 
the Virgin Mary. Of what use is it 
then that we should go to the Virgin 
and ask her to intercede with Christ for 
us, when Christ himself is ready and 
anxious to forgive us if we only come 
to him and seek pardon ? 

M. S.—What harm is there in say- 
ing? ‘‘ Mother of God, pray for us.” 

C.—None at all. 

M. S.—Would you say the “ Hail 
Mary ?” 

C.—Certainly I would, but I do not 
attach any such importance to it as you 
do. 

M. S.—Say it then. 

C.—I do not remember it, but if you 
will get me a book I will read it. 

M. S.—Oh, I do not mean that you 
should say it now, but say it all your 
life. I have another question. How 
do you Protestants dispose of the pas- 
sage where our Saviour says, 

“Whosoever sins ye shall remit, they 
are remitted. And whosoever sins ye 
shall retain, they are retained ?” 

C.—I, of course, am no theologian, 
and will have to answer that question 
just as it looks to me. ‘Taking it ver- 
batim, as Christ said it, if Christ and 
the Apostles were before me I would 
have my choice, either to go to Christ 
or to the Apostles, and ask forgiveness 
for my sins. Suppose I preferred to go 
to Christ, and you to the Apostles, 
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would not my sins be forgiven just the 
same as yours ? 

M. S.—Yes, but Christ did not say 
anything about a choice. 

C.—Certainly not. But since he did 
have the power to forgive sins, and, as 
you say, also bestowed that power upon 
his Apostles, then both he and they 
have this power. The natural sequence 
is that there is a choice. Now Christ 
has told us that he will be with us al- 
ways. I believe that he knows my 
every action, and that I can go to him 
at any time tor forgiveness. While on 


the other hand the Apostles have long 
since passed away from the earth like 
other mortals, and we have no assu- 
rance that they had the power of ap- 
pointing successors to whom they could 
transmit their divine power. 


That 
verse, as most Catholics interpret it, if 
we can judge from their actions, reads, 
“You alone, and those who shall fill 
your position, shall have this power.” 

M. S.—Isn’t it harder for you to 
humble yourself before God than it is 
before man? 

C.—Yes, I think it is. But of what 
use is it that one shall be humiliated, 
unless it teach him to lead a better life ? 
I go to my God, and tell him my sins 
and ask him to forgive me. And al- 
though it may not be as hard for me to 
do so, for I know that he already knows 
every act of my life, yet I daresay that 
I am as penitent and have as earnest a 
desire to be forgiven and to lead a good 
life in the future as the man who kneels 
to the priest. I cannot deceive my 
God, and I would be a fool or an idiot 
if l asked for forgiveness when I did 
not want it, or professed to be penitent 
when I was not, for my very act would 
be adding another sin to those already 
committed. A man whe confesses to 
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a priest may be insincere and not feel 
penitent in the least. 

M. S.—No. It is always understood 
that the absolution granted by the 
priest is conditioned upon the one con- 
fessing being truly penitent. 

C.—I did not know that before. Of 
course there would be no use to at- 
tempt to deceive the priest. 

M. S.—This is like a great many 
other ideas held by Protestants con- 
cerning the Catholic religion; they 
think us almost Pagans in our worship. 
They believe that we pray to the stat- 
ues of the Virgin, and to pictures, and 
are simply idolaters. 

C.—No one is to blame for that 
more than Catholics themselves, half of 
whom firmly believe that the mere ob- 
servance of the ordinances of the 
Church will save, and forget that these 
ordinances are for the purpose of mak- 
ing them better men and women and 
fill them with a holy Christ-like spirit, 
which alone can save them. ‘Take, for 
example, the abstaining from eating 
meat on Friday. I knew a Catholic 
once who would commit every sin (for- 
bidden) in the decalogue. But one 
Friday he forgot himself and ate meat, 
and for the space of two days that man 
was in perfect misery from it. But still 
when I asked him why he did not eat 
meat he could not tell me. 

M. S.—He did not study his cate- 
chism then. 

C.—Well, I don’t know about that, 
but I learned out of the catechism that 
the reason why I did not eat meat on 
Friday was to put me in mind that 
Christ died for me on that day. But 
no one reminded me that this fact 
should make me think of Christ’s suf- 
ferings for me, and so impel me to live 
a better life. So it is with every one 
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of your symbols—each is adapted to 
remind us of something connected with 
our Master which ought to make our 
lives better and more Christ-like. You 
teachers in the Catholic Church neglect 
to impress this upon the minds of your 
people, and they gradually become ac- 
customed to look upon the observance 
of the rites of the Church and the sym- 
bols as carrying salvation in themselves. 
The Protestants come in contact with 
these people and naturally form their 
opinion of the Catholic religion from 
what they see of them. If you would 
only point out to your people the teach- 
ings of the true Catholic Church, you 
would make them look upon religion as 
something altogether different from 
what they supposed it to be, and the 
prejudice in the Protestant Church 
against the Catholic, and in the Catho- 
lic against the Protestant, would be al- 
most entirely removed, and there would 
be but little more difference between 
the Catholic and Protestant Churches 
than there is to-day between different 
sects in the Protestant Church. 

M. S.—You Protestants look upon 
Holy Communion as only a commem- 
oration of the death of Christ. How 
can you do this in the face of the words, 
“This is my body,” * This is my blood,” 
I do not know. 


C.—You believe then that in the 


Sacrament you have before you the real 
body and blood of Christ ? 

M. S.—We do. 
different 


How could we do 
when we have Christ’s own 
words ? 

C.—I never can believe that. We 
certainly do not understand that pas- 
sage if we take its meaning literally. 
The days of miracles are past. 

The conversation 
end. 


here came to an 
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Stealing the Consecrated Host. 


At Hammersmith Police Court, on 
Tuesday, Catherine Kennedy, a ser- 
vant, was charged on remand with dis- 
turbing a religious congregation at the 
Roman Catholic Pro Cathedral, in Ken- 
sington. The Rev. Charles Cox, one 
of the officiating priests, said on the 
3d inst. he was administering the Holy 
Communion at the six o’clock service 
in the morning, when he saw the prison- 
er, but he felt bound to pass her for 
offences which had been going on for 
some time. After passing her he saw 
her jump up and put her hand in the 
cup, taking out some of the consecrated 
bread, which she carried away. The 
prisoner now promised not to go to the 
Cathedral again. Mr. Bennett ob- 
served that he had already punished 
and sent her to prison for a similar of- 
fence. He now fined her £5, with the 
alternative of three months’ imprison- 
ment.—£nglish Churchman, July 22. 


Catherine Kennedy, who, as we men- 
tioned last week, stole the consecrated 
host at the Roman Catholic cathedral, 
Kensington, may feel thankful that the 
Inquisition has no power to act in this 
country. The punishment which that 
murderous tribunal would have inflicted 
on her would most certainly have been 
the most cruel tortures, followed by 
burning alive. As it was she was sent 
to prison for three months, in default of 
paying a fine of £5, on the charge of 
“disturbing the congregation.” The 
priests dared not charge her with steal- 
ing the host—which, in their vain opin- 
ion, is the Lord Jesus Christ himself— 
for, if they had done so they myst have 
placed a money value on the thing 
stolen, and that would—for them —have 
been a very difficult task. The case 
shows us a few of the absurdities which 
necessarily follow the doctrine of Tran- 
substantiation. — /dem, July 29. 
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A SAMPLE “SAINTS’” STORY. 


Indulgence of the Portiuncula. 


(From the Catholic Review, August 1, 
1886.) 

Mongay, August 2, is the day fixed 
for gaining the indulgence of the Por- 
tiuncula. This indulgence is one grant- 
ed to all who, having sincerely con- 
fessed, devoutly visited, upon the day 
named, any church or public chapel be- 
longing to the Franciscan Order, and 
pray in said church or chapel for the in- 
tention of our Holy Father the Pope. 

Five “Our Fathers” and “ Hail 
Marys,” or a litany, are sufficient to be 
said for this purpose. This indulgence 
is plenary, and only to be given to the 
suffering souls in Purgatory. Soit may 
be gained as many times as may be de- 
sired, upon the same day, by repeating 
the visits and prayers. 

In New York the Franciscan churches 
of St. Anthony of Padua, Sullivan st., 
and St. Francis Assisi, Thirty-first st., 
are always crowded on this day. 

It was in the month of October, 
1221, that the seraphic St. Francis ob 
tained from our Lord himself the great 
Indulgence of the Portiuncula. One 
night while he was praying in the cleft 
of a rock, which may yet be seen not 
far from the Church of the Portiuncula, 
an angel appeared to him and said: 
“ Francis, hasten to the church; Our 
Lord and his glorious Mother await you 
there.” St. Francis went in haste to 
the humble sanctuary, an there he 
saw a marvellous sight. Upon the al- 
tar, at the place of the tabernacle, was 
the Word made Flesh, the Eternal King 
of Ages, Christ Jesus, resplendent with 
glory and beauty, majestically seated 


upon a throne of light. At his might 
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hand was his ever-blessed mother, Mary 
most holy, and surrounding them were 
a multitude of angels. 

Ravished with love and joy, the 
saint prostrated himself with his face 
to the ground, and our Lord said to 
him, with great tenderness: “ Francis, 
I have heard your fervent prayers. In 
return for the zeal with which you and 
your brothers have labored for the sal- 
vation of souls, ask of me any favor 
and I will grant it; for I have given 
you to the people to be their light, and 
to my Church to repair her losses upon 
the earth.” Emboldened by such good- 
ness the saint replied, with humble con- 
fidence: “My dear Saviour, although 
I am myself but a miserable sinner, I 
humbly beseech thy divine majesty to 
mercifully grant to the faithful this sig- 
nal favor, that all those who, having 
with contrite hearts confessed their 
sins, visit this church, may here obtain 
a plenary indulgence. Most glorious 
and most Holy Virgin Mary, our pow- 
erful advocate, I beseech you to inter- 
cede for me and for all sinners !” 

Our Lord then said to the happy 
saint, still prostrate at his feet: “‘ Broth- 
er Francis, the favor you ask of me is 
great, but I grant it. 
and ask him in my name to confirm 
this indulgence.” 


Go to my vicar 


From their cells, which adjoined the 
church, many brothers saw the light 
and the angels that filled the sanctuary ; 
they also heard what was said, but a 
holy fear prevented them from ap- 
proaching. 

Soon after St. Francis, with one of 
the brothers, was kneeling at the feet of 
Pope Honorius III. ‘ Holy Father,” 
said the saint, “I have a little church 
which some years ago I dedicated to 
the Queen of Angels. I come to ask 
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your Holiness to enrich it with a pre- 
cious indulgence.” 

“And what indulgence do you ask, 
Brother Francis?” said the good Pope ; 
“ an indulgence of one year ?” 

“OQ your Holiness!” exclaimed the 
saint, “what is one year !” 

“ An indulgence of three years, six 
years, seven years ?” asked the Pope ; 
but, seeing that the holy man was not 
satisfied, he exclaimed, “ What, then, 
do you want ?” 

“Most Holy Father,” replied St. 
Francis, ‘‘ what I ask of your Holiness 
is not a question of years. I desire 
that all those who, having with contrite 
hearts confessed, visit the Church of 
Our Lady of the Angels, shall there ob- 
tain the remission of all the punishment 
due to the sins they have been so un- 
happy as to commit from their baptism 
until the time of their visit.” 

“Francis,” said the Pope, “it is not 
the practice of the Church to grant 
such indulgences.” 

* But,” answered the saint, ‘I ask it 
in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
who sent me to you,” 

Then the Pope said, with unwont- 
ed solemnity, “I grant the favor you 
ask.” And this he repeated three times. 
Later on the same privilege was ex- 
tended to all churches served by the 
Franciscans. During the pontificate of 
Pius IX. it was granted to numerous 
other churches and chapels. [This is 
asample of the “religion” preached to 
Roman Catholics. ] 


How “Saints” are Made. 


A voluminious package, addressed to 
the Papal See at Rome, will go out on 
the foreign mail to-morrow. It is the 
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preliminary report of a commission of 
eminent Catholic clergymen of Penn. 
sylvania, which was appointed by Arch- 
bishop Ryan to inquire into the life, 
character and works of the late Bishop 
Neuman, who preceded Archbishop 
Wood as the head of that church in the 
Philadelphia diocese, with a view toward 
having Bishop Neuman canonized and 
his name placed on the calendar of 
Saints. This movement is of interest 
and importance in view of the fact that 
of all the men and women who have la- 
bored in America for the good of the 
church and devoted their lives to its 
service but one—St. Rose, of Lima, 
South America — has been receutly 
canonized. 

The desire to confer this honor on 
the dead Bishop, originated with the Re- 
demptorists, to which order he belong- 
ed, and considerable evidence has been 
secured to prove that during his life he 
possessed the virtues and attributes of 
a saint. It is claimed that he had the 
gift of prophecy, that he foretold his own 
death and almost named the day; that 
upon the thirtieth day after his death his 
body was found perfectly incorrupted, 
and that numerous remarkable cures 
have taken place at his tomb, including 
the restoration to sight of a girl thirteen 
years old who was afflicted with blind- 
ness and whose case had been pronoun- 
ced hopeless by some of the principal 
oculists of Philadelphia. In his life Bis- 
hop Neuman worked arduously, fre- 
quently abstaining from food for days, 
and strictly adhering to his vow of per- 
petual poverty. His life, in fact, was 
a series of self-denials and sacrifices. 

The taking of evidence by the com- 
mission will be continued until every 
available fact has been secured.—Pitts- 
burgh Telegraph, June 12, 1886. 
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The Roman Catholic Church a Fail- 
ure in Ireland. 


By Rev. Joun LEE, A. M. 


The time was when Kings and Em- 
perors trembled at the voice of the 
Pope; how peasants and demagogues 
can snap their fingers in his face. His 
authority was defied when he interfered 
in the Parnell subscription. The Irish 
Nationalists would discard most uncere- 
moniously in one second both P’s— 
Parnell and the Pope—for the utter- 
ance of one sentence against their cher- 
ished views. The London Spectator re- 
cently said: “In the many strange 
circumstances of Ireland, none is to us 
so annoying as the apparent position of 
the Roman Catholic Church. It isa 
position of utter humiliation. . . 

The Church has failed to instil into 


Irish minds the most elementary prin- 
ciples of morality.” Only two opinions 


can be found concerning the attitude 
of that Church toward Ireland. One 
is that she connives at acts which she 
condemned; the other, that she is 
afraid of her authority being defied by 
a general secession of her Irish votaries 
should she rigidly enforce the moral 
law. If the first opinion be correct, 
then beyond a doubt she has become 
“the synagogue of Satan,” she has 
ceased “to exist in undiminished vigor” 
long before that celebrated New Zea- 
lander “shall, in the midst of a vast 
solitude, take his stand on a broken 
arch of London bridge to sketch the 
ruins of St. Paul’s.” If the first opin- 
ion be incorrect—and let us charitably 
hope it is—what then? ‘The only con- 
clusion then to arrive at is that the day 
of Rome’s absolute authority is gone. 
“Where was the Bishop,” asks the 
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Spectator, “when a priest said publicly 
that if Ireland were free, boycotting 
would be a mean and cruel sin, but 
that at present boycotting was a duty to 
the country?” That priest was only a 
reflector of the teaching which the Irish 
race has received from the Roman 
Catholic Church for seven hundred 
years. Romanism has transformed an 
isle of saints into an Ace/dama. Boy- 
cotting, to-day “‘a duty to the country,” 
to-morrow “a mean and cruel sin!” 
Such teaching as that is at variance 
both with the ethics of Moses and St. 
Patrick. Contrast the Celt found in 
Wales with the Celt in Ireland. The 
former is peaceable and industrious, the 
latter troublesome and shiftless. See 
the moral elevation to which Protestan- 
ism has lifted up Wales in three cen- 
turies! What has Romanism done for 
Ireland in three centuries, nay rather, 
what has she done for that country in 
seven centuries? Let O'Driscoll, a 
Roman Catholic historian, answer that 
question : 

“ The first work of Henry II. was to 
reduce the Church of Ireland into obe- 
dience to the Roman Pontiff. Accord- 
ingly he procured a council of the Ir- 
ish clergy to be held at Cashel, in 1172, 
and the combined influence of Henry 
and the Pope prevailed. This 
council put an end to the ancient 
Church of Ireland and submitted to 
the yoke of Rome. This ominous apos- 
tacy has been followed by a series of 
calamities hardly to be equaled in the 
world. From the days of Patrick to 
the Council of Cashel was a bright and 
glorious career for Ireland. From the 
sitting of that council to our times the 
lot of Ireland has been unmixed evil, 
and all her history a tale of woe.” 
(Views of Ireland, Vol. 2, page 85.) 








280 


Ireland has become a by-word among 
the nations. There boycotting and 
murder have ceased to be crimes. Were 
the Irish a race of boycotters and mur- 
derers when an Englishman, Pope Ad- 
rian IV., in the twelfth century, gave 
to King Henry II. of England a secret 
bull for the conquest of Ireland? Let 
Daniel O'Connell, the great Irish Lib- 
erator, a faithful Roman Cathulic, reply 
to this interrogative: 

“It was on the evening of the 24th 
of August, 1172, that the first hostile 
English footstep pressed the soil of Ire- 
land. It is said to have been a sweet 
and mild evening when the invading 
party entered the noble estuary formed 
by the conflux of the Suir, the Nore 
and the Barrow at the city of Wexford. 
Accursed be that day in the memory 
of all future generations when the in- 
vaders first touched our shores! They 
came to a nation famous for its love of 
piety, its learning, and its heroism.” 

The Roman Catholic Church com- 
menced to labor in Ireland several hun- 
dred years ago among a people famous 
for piety and learning, and what has 
she accomplished ? She has ruined a 
great and noble race. She has made 
beggars of them to fill her coffers. She 
has converted the descendants of Irish 
kings and the offspring* of Irish mis 
sionaries into criminals. How different 
the record of Irish Primitive 
Church! The world knows what seven 
centuries of Romanism has done for 
Ireland. It is soul-thrilling to read 
what Irish Christianity did for the 
world within fifty years after St. Pat- 
rick’s death. Green, in his “ History of 
the English People.” says : 

“The new Christian life soon beat 

*St. Patrick’s father and grandfather were 


Christian ministers, and the clergy of the Irish 
Primitive Church were a married clergy. 


the 
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too strongly to brook confinement with- 
in the bounds of Ireland itself. Pat- 
rick, the first missionary of the island, 
had not been half a century dead when 
Irish Christianity flung itself with a 
fiery zeal into battle with the mass of 
heathenism which was rolling in upon 
the Christian world. Irish missionar- 
ies labored among the Picts of the 
Highlands and among the Frisians of 
the northern seas. An Irish mission- 
ary, Columban, founded monasteries in 
Burgundy and the Appenines. The 
canton of St. Gall still commomorates 
in its name another Irish missionary 
before whom the spirits of flood and 
field fled wailing over the waters of the 
Lake of Constance. For a time it 
seemed as if the course of the world’s 
history was to be changed, as if the 
older Celtic race that Roman and Ger- 
man had swept before them had turned 
to the moral conquest of their conquer- 
ors, as if Celtic and not Latin Christi- 
an.ty was to mould the destinies of the 
Churches of the West.” 

Latin Christianity has failed, and 
failed most miserably to elevate the 
Irish race. Apostolic Christianity toil- 
ing among the heathen with fearful 
odds against her, lifted up idolaters “ in 
the midst of a crooked and perverse 
nation” so that they showed as “ lights 
in the world.” The Rev. Nicholas 
Foster, now Rector of St. Mary's 
Church, Belfast, Ireland, but who from 
1863 to 1872 was Rector of an exten- 
sive district in County Kerry, says: “I 
myself witnessed scenes of boycotting 
during these years—the living boycot- 
ted while they lived, the dying boycot- 
ted as they lay dying, and the dead 
bodies boycotted when their souls had 
gone to eternity. I only mention one 
district. I could, did time permit, tell 
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you of districts — North, West and 
South—and less or more the same story 
would apply to each—a great, violent, 
virulent endeavor to crush the Protes- 
tant religion from amid the people of 
Ireland, to press out every sign of life 
and every evidence of vitality.” 

Against boycotting Rome utters not 
a syllable, but Christ said, “* Therefore 
all things whatsoever ye would that men 
should do to you, do ye even so to 
them.” The Church of Rome con- 
fesses by her words and deeds that she 
wishes to destroy Irish Protestantism. 
She has failed to implant in the Irish 
mind “the most elementary principles 
of morality.” What about the morality 
of some of the leading spirits in that 
Church? Cardinal Newman admits 
that the assurance given to the British 
nation and parliament sixty vears ago 
by Bishop Doyle and his broth:; vish- 
ops have not been strictly fulfilled, that 
the statement of the Irish prelate re- 
quires “some pious interpretation,” 
and that “no pledge from Catholics 
was of any value to which Rome was 
not a party.” When there is double 
dealing among the clergy of a church, 
what may you expect from those who 
sit at their feet for instruction? The 
evidence of the divine origin of the Ro 
man Catholic Church has faded from 
the minds of Lady Maurice Fitzgerald, 
Lord Robert Montagu, and others who 
are now zealous Protestants. At pres 
ent Ireland gives this Church more con- 
cern than any other country of similar 
Size in the world. that a 
hasty word, even though uttered by in- 


She feels 
fallible life, might result in irreparable 


injury. Should she denounce deeds 
that are daily committed by the Irish, 
that denunciation might prove to be 


the spark that would fire the magazine. 


By her very silence in the presence of 

flagrant violations of the moral law, vio- 

lations again and again repeated, she 

proves herself to be a failure in Ireland. 
Wyanet, Lilinois. 


“Holy Water” 


PirrspurGH, Pa., July 27.—Mrs. John 
Prill, of South Twenty-eighth street, 
made a mistake yesterday which may 
cost her her eyesight and disfigure her 
face for life. She became greatly fright- 
ened when the terrible storm which 
passed over this section broke, and she 
ran up to her bed chamher for a vase of 
holy water with which to sp-inkle herself, 
in the hope that in that way she might 
ward off impending danger. In the ex- 
citement of the moment and the semi- 
darkness of the room she missed the bot- 
tle in which the water was kept and 
seized one filled with sulphuric acid. 
Mrs. Prill was nervous and she was not 
sparing with the terrible fluid, but 
dashed it in her face and over her head in 
considerable quantity. The first intim- 
ation she had of her mistake was the 
terrible pain which tha acid had inflict- 
ed. She cried out almost instantly in 
her anguish, and the neighbors hearing 
the cries ran in. They found the lady 
lying on the tloor almost crazed with 
pain. Great red blotches, the work of 
the acid, were already appearing on her 
face and neck. It was some time be- 
fore the situation was understood, but 
when it was everything posible was done 
The phy- 
sicians who attended Mrs. Prill say that 
she will in all probability lose her eye- 


to stop the work of the acid. 


sight, and that her face may be disfigur- 
ed. The acid had eaten into the flesh 
before its course was stayed. 
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Roman Catholic Teachers.* 


By LEo REED. 

Among the various reasons urged by 
the Roman Catholic Church to secure 
the attendance of the young at her own 
schools, the assertion is broadly made 
that the Catholic teachers are in every 
respect equal, if not superior, to any 
others engaged in educational work. 

Catholic education throughout this 
country is now almost entirely in charge 
of the so-called “religious,” that is, 
members of the various religious or- 
ders. 
monastery or the convent, wrapped in 
their hoods, in impenetrable silence 


Trained within the walls of the 


and mystery, but little of these people 
is known, and many, not stopping to 
investigate, hastily concede a claim 
false as it is absurd. Every public 
school teacher who has had in his care 
former parochial pupils, has observed 
the great inferiority of Romish educa- 
tion. Thousands of Catholics are so 
impressed with the same fact that they 
brave the thunders of their Church in 
order to give their children the better 
opportunities of the ‘“ Godless” schools. 
And any child who has attended both 
will invariably prefer the public school. 
Not long since I asked a Catholic girl, 
about fourteen years old, what school 
She an- 
swered, “For a while the public and 
afterward the Sister's school.” ‘ And 
“Oh !” was 
the almost surprised reply, “the public 
school. 


she had attended in Chicago. 


which did you like best ?” 


We learned so much better 
there,” she explained. 

The truth is that for the training of 
the young none are so utterly unfit as 
the religious. To prove this let us 


*See the article on ‘‘ Roman Catholic Edu- 
cation,” by the same author, in July CONVERT- 
ED CATHOLIC, 
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but briefly examine the monastic life, 
The following details, the accuracy ot 
which can be relied upon, are from the 
novitiate of the Passionist Monastery 
of St. Paul, situated on the South Side, 
Pittsburgh. It may be objected that 
the Passionists are destined chiefly for 
missionaries and not for teachers. The 
reply is that while there are some differ- 
ences, yet the discipline, practices and 
exercises are substantially the same in 
all Catholic orders. The same spirit 
and the same motive govern all relig- 
ious, and all take the vows of celibacy, 
obedience and poverty. Of course 
those who have active duties to per- 
form omit for the time some of the 
lengthy exercises. 

At St. Paul’s all the brethren arise at 
1:30 A. M. and assemble in the choir 
to sing Latin canticles known as ma- 
tins. ‘These are chanted in a low, mo- 
notonous tone, dismal as the wail of the 
lost, and last one and a quarter hours. 
After fifteen minutes silent meditation 
on some pious subject, they again re- 
tire and meet at six in the chapel. Two 
masses are read and further meditations 
are indulged in, requiring altogether 
one and a half hours. ‘The cells are 
now put in order, then breakfast is an- 
nounced. ‘Twelve minutes are allowed 
for this meal, which is eaten standing, 
and consists of dry bread and one cup 
of coffee. From 8:15 to 9 the novices 
engage in spiritual reading in their cells. 
During the next three-quarters of an 
hour they perform the necessary house- 
hold work, then examination of con- 
science one-quarter hour. At 10, study 
and recitation, one hour. At 11 all 
gather in the choir and devote one hour 
to Latin prayers. During the half hour 
allowed for dinner a spiritual book is 
read aloud. At 12:30, recreation and 
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rest in cells two hours. At 2:30, ves- 
pers in choir one-half hour. The win- 
dows are now darkened and all sit in 
silent meditation one hour. Now the 
rosary is said. This consists of the 
creed, six repetitions of the Lord’s 
prayer, fifty-three Hail Marys and as 
many pious ejaculations. At 4:15, spir- 
itual reading in cells one-half hour, then 
one hour’s study. At 5:45, each goes 
to arrange his cell; at 6, recreation one- 
half hour. -At 6:30, chanting in choir 
one-half hour. From 7 until 8:45 sup- 
per and recreation. The days’ per- 
formances close with another rosary. 
On Sunday the studies are omitted, and 
on that day and on Thursday the time 
after vespers is given to recreation. 

We have here six and three-quarter 
hours daily occupied by devotions, most- 
ly mere repetitions of words. 
do the heathen.) 


(And so 
Of the two hours as- 
signed to study, one is occupied with 
Latin grammar, the other is passed by 
the novices in endeavoring to translate 
into English a few Latin verses of Scrip- 
ture daily selected for them. Their 
knowledge of Latin is of course ex- 
tremely limited, and the Bible in that 
tongue is not likely to prove dangerous. 
They no doubt also find the long Latin 
prayers and songs very interesting. 

The institution ha: a good library, 
but no novice has access to it. Asa 
priest, himself a member of the order, 
remarked to me, “ Many books here 
should be read only by those who wn- 
derstand them.” By the way, they have 
capital methods at St. Paul to enlighten 
the understanding. ‘We ourselves,” 
continued the monk, “can spend but 
little time here. By the time one is in- 
terested the bell calls to the choir, the 
chapel, or to other duties.” 

The Bible in the common tongue, 


=~ 


history, fiction, newspapers of every de- 
scription, are rigidly excluded. The 
novice is, in short, absolutely confined 
to his “spiritual reading,” a few purely 
devotional works (mere words), but 
mainly the “ Lives of the Saints.” To 
these are devoted, including the reading 
during the noon meal, about one and 
three-quarter hours daily. The con- 
tents of the books thus preferred to the 
exclusion of all other literature, are of 
a nature so extraordinary that without 
some knowledge of them a correct esti- 
mate of monasticism is impossible. It 
is therefore deemed best to give a few 
extracts from one of these biographies, 
that of St. Paul of the Cross, an Ital- 
ian monk of the last century and foun- 
der of the Passionist order. The book 
was obtained from this monastery and 
no one will dispute the authority. 

After describing on page 225 Paul's 
delights in early youth,” such as long 
prayers, fasting, sleeping on the bare 
floor, scourging himself to blood, drink 
ing gall, etc.. we are told on page 227, 
“In Gaeta there is preserved a belt of 
iron set with points, three or fourinches 
wide, and a discipline of cords with 
seven thongs, each of which has at the 
end a ball of lead, with six iron points 
round it, all stained with blood. 

In his cell, at the Retreat of Vetralla, 
may be seen a cross, set with one hun- 
dred and eighty-six iron points, which 
he used to wear on his naked breast.” 
Elsewhere were found a heart of iron 
full of sharp points, a ball set with lon- 
ger points, and several disciplines pre- 
pared in a similar way. All these in- 
struments of penance were stained with 
his blood.” Of the Saint’s voluntary 
poverty we read on page 230, “It was 
really edifying to see him oftentimes 
leave his place in the refectory, go 
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round the table, and humbly ask of the 
religious who were seated at it a little 
bread for charity, and this he ate mod- 
estly kneeling at the door.” 

In along chapter entitled, ‘“‘ His Most 
Unsullied Purity,” Paul himself says, 
page 234, “I had rather have my eyes 
plucked out by the hangman than fix 
them on the face of a person of the other 
sex.” On page 236: “Our Lord was 
pleased to recompense the spotless 
purity of his servant by a sweet fra 
grance which came from his virginal 
body. In the Retreat of Toscanella his 
room preserved this heavenly fragrance 
for about six months. After the mis- 
sion at Aspra, a town of Sabina, the 
master of the house where Paul had 
lodged during the time, going into the 
room which he had occupied, perceived 
an odor so sweet and delicious that in 
astonishment he called in all the family, 
exclaiming, ‘Come and smell here! 
what a scent! what a delicious 
scent’ The same happened at Tian- 
ello, another town of Sabina, where 
those who smelt that scent remarked 
that it excited devotion.” 


oh, 


Surely that was the odor of sanctity! 

Page 222 informs the reader that of- 
ten the Saint's room “was filled with 
devils, who woke him in terror by their 
hisses and other horrible noises, as if 
there were discharged several pieces of 
artillery. Sometimes they violently 
pulled off his bed-clothes, sometimes 
walked over his bed in the form of cats; 
often appeared like enormous dogs, or 
hateful looking birds, or hke a savage 
giant, tormenting and vexing him.” Re- 
peatedly Paul was “cruelly beaten by a 
multitude of devils in visible forms on 
his right and left.” They hated him 
“for the defeats they underwent from 
him.” 
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Passing by the chapter on the Saint's 
gifts of prophecy, of “discernment of 
spirits,” we come to his miracles. The 
account of one of these. on page 249, 
is sufficient. _t is a prodigy. 

“In the city of Fondi, also, there 
was carefully preserved a hen, which 
was called Father Paul’s hen, because 
of another of his miracles, recorded by 
on eye-witness on his oath. He was 
stopping in that city, at the house of 
the Signor Goffredi. His very kind 
benefactors,wishing to treat the servant 
of God with due respect, sent out 
and bought a hen for his dinner. 
When St. Paul saw it on the table, he 
said to the lady of the house: * You 
have done wrong to kill that poor ani- 
mal, because with her eggs she was the 
support of the poor woman to whom 
she belonged. Let us do an act of 
charity. Open that window.’ This be- 
ing done, he blessed the animal, already 
cooked as it was—‘In the name of the 
Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost.’ He hardly had pronounced 
the words when the hen, returned to 
life, was covered with feathers, took 
wing, and went away screaming through 
the window to the house of her poor 
mistress, from whom she _ had 
stolen by the man who sold her.” 

A hen, ‘already cooked as it was,” 
restored to life. And “recorded by an 
eye-witness on his oath.” Shade of 
Munchausen, retire forever! Say, most 
reliable eye-witness, and thou, infallible 
Pope Pius IX., who on June 29, 1867, 
speaking ex cathedra, didst, on such 
evidence, pronounce this man Paul, 


been 


whom charity can only designate a lu 
natic, a saint to be invoked and wor. 
shipped by the Catholic world, tell us, 
did this already cooked hen, after its 
wonderful 


resurrection, lay ccoked 
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eggs? Soft or hard-boi'ed ? 
fried or scrambled. 

“ The time will come when they will 
not endure sound doctrine ; ; 
And they shall turn away their ears 
from the truth, and shall be turned unto 
fables” 2 Tim. iv.:3, 4. 

All religious constantly study these 
biographies. ‘The saints are the heroes 
and the heroines of the Church, the 
greatest of mortals. The language of 
praise is exhausted on their virtues and 
achievements, and to attain these is 
the ambition of every monastic devo- 
tee. I may digress to say, however, 
that the use of these books by no means 
stops here. The Church strongly rec- 
ommends them to all the faithful, and 
they form the choice literature of many 
pious Catholics. Before I was twelve 
years old I had almost committed to 
memory the substance of two enormous 
volumes of nearly a thousand pages 
each. My discovery of the Bible at the 
age of twenty-six was left to Providence. 

The novices at St. Paul receive com- 
munion three times each week. Con- 
fession to the master of novices is 
obligatory once a week. Every ac- 
tion, word, thought, the inmost recesses 
of the soul are laid bare before the Su- 
perior. The penances imposed are 
characteristic. For instance, the peni- 
tent is directed, kneeling in his cell be- 
fore retiring, to make with his tongue 
the sign of the cross on the bare floor 
three or four times. 


Possibly 


When the no- 
vice first enters the place he receives 
a quantity of strong cord with direct- 
tions to plait for his own use a so-called 
discipline. With these scourges, in the 
darkened choir, the brethren “ disci- 
pline” themselves over the back and 
shoulders regularly three times every 
week, 
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Occasionally an inmate, having com- 
mitted some slight fault. kneels in the cor- 
ridor, and as the others march by, beats 
his breast, humbly asking pardon of 
each one. Another, instead of taking 
his seat at the table, is directed to sit 
flat on the floor while eating. Some- 
times a candidate for saintship is order- 
ed, instead of helping himself, to pass 
round the table and humbly beg his 
food. This is done in all gravity. 
More grotesque and disgusting is the 
following performance: In the refec- 
tory the table is placed near the wall 
with sufficient room for a bench. This 
is occupied, while the side toward the 
centre of the room is vacant. The 
feet of those sitting at table are thus 
readily accessible. 
along, 


A novice passes 
stoops under the table, and 
kisses the foot of each of the commu- 
nity. This in sooty Pittsburgh. bya 
rule of the order no Passionist wears 
any covering on his feet, the soles only 
being protected by sandals; and monks, 
however godly some people may think 
them, are not famous for cleanliness. 

I must again emphasize the former 
remark that the practices and exercises 
are substantially the same in all mon- 
asteries and convents. To my know- 
ledge, a novice in one of the convents 
of this city, who had taken a drink of 
water without first obtaining permission, 
for this fault knelt at the door of the 
chapel and kissed the foot of every sis- 
ter in the house as each passed by. 

The question naturally suggests it- 
self, Why such disgusting practices ¢ 
why not substitute at least something 
not repugnant to all decency? But 
there is always method in any madness 
sanctioned by the Church of Rome. 
She needs servants who will odey. — By 
means such as these, every vestige of 
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common sense is carefully eradicated, 
every spark of independent thought or 
feeling, of manhood or womanhood 
completely extinguished. At the beck 
of the Superior the finished religious 
goes forth the undaunted missionary to 
distant savages ; sustains the reputation 
of the Church by heroic devotion in 
hospitals or pest-scourged cities; or 
with equal readiness stoops to the 
basest acts of infamy. Every religious 
is the property of the Church in a sense 
so absolute as to almost escape com- 
prehension. A mere thought of diso- 
bedience, voluntarily entertained, is a 
mortal sin, 7. ¢., deserving of hell. 
System of iniquity! 
out The Church, having 
lured the victims into her toils, perverts 


Slavery with- 
parallel! 


the conscience, darkens the understand- 
ing, degrades soul and body, strips 
them otf the highest privileges conferred 
by the Creator, takes away 
Word, and substituting the 
ind 


God's 
“doctrines 
commandments of men,” over- 
whelms every faculty with the accumu- 
lated superstitions of fifteen centuries. 

In the Passionist Order the novitiate 
lasts fourteea months. Then the aspi- 
rant to the priesthood, having taken 
the vows, Is sent to some seminary to 
be educated. ‘To receive the splendid, 
thoroughgoing education 
popularly credited with ? 
plicitas / 

oes any sane man believe that the 
gross superstitions, the crazy doctrines 
and practices of monasticism would 
long find place in a well disciplined, 
thoroughly educated mind? And is 
any one so foolish as to imagine that 
the Catholic Church, having with in- 
finite cunning, patience and labor, im- 
posed upon her slaves the systems of 
fables necessary to her existence, will 


priests are 
Sancta Sim- 
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undo this work in her educational insti- 
tutions? Catholic priests are not edu- 
cated. They are ¢rained. As the ba- 
sis of all education Rome impresses up- 
on the mind her standard of truth and 
falsehood. The decisions of infalli- 
bility must never be questioned. These 
are frequently contrary to all reason, 
Hence, instead of aiming to develop 
the mind to its greatest capacity, to 
draw out all its powers, the first end of 
true education—the Church finds it 
necessary to restrict and hem in the 
faculties. The students are instructed 
in Latin, Greek, rhetoric and the other 
necessary branches. This is done by 
clumsy, half-way methods; the major- 
ity of priests, regular or secular, cannot 
converse well in Latin. The main object 
is to make a “good priest.” By the time 
the “good priest” is finished he will, 
as my clerical friend in the library put 
it, uuderstand things. That is to say, 
he will simply reject every opinion, how- 
ever authoritative, every fact, however 
stubborn, unfavorable to his church. 
The intellect of some men is so consti- 
tuted as to make progress even under 
very adverse circumstances. ‘This fact 
accounts for the occasionally able men 
met with in the priesthood. But no 
sincere priest, whatever his ability, ever 
gets beyond the hobgoblins and the res- 
urrected chicken stories of his religion. 
Upon these rests at least one impor- 
tant dogma, that of saint-worship. To 
doubt is to question infallibility. 

In discussing Catholic teachers the 
priests are properly included. They 
take an active part in training the 
young. In my school-days the priest 


visited the school regularly every day. 
For one hour he gave religious instruc- 
tion, and during that time took entire 


control of the school. Well I remem- 
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ber one young priest who forsome time 
visited the school connected with St. 
Mary’s Church in Allegheny City. All 
the boys who failed to answer the ques- 
tions from the catechism were called 
out and directed to kneel in a long row 
facing us. At the close of the recita- 
tion the priest, passing rapidly along 
the line, dealt each delinquent a smart 
box on the ear. The last boy, having 
no support, usually went down on the 
floor. Starting quickly back, the other 
ear was greeted in a similar manner 
until down went the boy at the opposite 
end. What infinite amusement the per- 
formance afforded not only to the rest of 
us but to the dear man as well. Equally 
original was his punishment of the un- 
ruly. When a boy was detected whis- 
pering, or infringing some other rule, 
he was called out and ordered to ex- 
tend himself at full length on his stom- 
ach on the dirty floor. In a large room, 
containing perhaps two hundred boys, 
at times part of the floor of the aisles 
was covered with culprits literally bit- 
ing the dust. And the good Father 
smiled benignly as in walking back and 
forth he stepped over the prostrate 
bodies. Unfortunately I have forgot- 
ten the name of the barbarian. 
must have been a monk. 

In general intelligence the religious 
are as a rule lamentally deficient. It 
could not be otherwise. They are re- 
cruited chiefly from the lower classes, 
with but little previous education. Se- 
cluded as their life always is, during 
periods often covering five years until 
the final vows are taken, the restraint 
is terrible. The world, with all in it, 
belongs to the past. All intercourse, 
even with the nearest relatives, is hin- 
dered and discouraged. No literature 
except a few books of devotion and the 


But he 
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matchless “ Lives of the Saints.” The 
ignorance ot such people is not to be 
compared with that of the merely illite- 
rate person. The latter improves by 
contact with his better informed fellow- 
men. In the religious houses such op- 
portunities do not exist. Nota few of 
their inmates could not to-day name 
the President of the United States. 
Even the more advanced and those en- 
gaged in teaching school are sadly lack- 
ing. “I never read, I have no taste 
for books, although they are not for- 
bidden to me,” said a Franciscan Sis- 
ter, herself a parochial school teacher. 
No wonder. Said another, for years a 
member of the same order, “ We deem 
such things mostly folly. Our time is 
more usefully employed. We have,” 
she continued in reply to my question, 
“‘a limited library, but our reading is 
confined mainly to religious books.” 
And you do not read the Bible,” I re- 


marked. ‘We have,” was the answer, 


“the Bible in our catechism, history of 
the Bible, and in other good books.” 
These teachers, male or female, may 
by practice acyuire a certain skill in 
imparting the knowledge strictly con- 
fined to the school book, but beyond 
this they are barren. 


Their own intel- 
lect stunted, they but reproduce them- 
selves in their pupils. ‘Their mission is 
to make “good Catholics.” The less 
intelligent the good Catholic the better 
for his Church. In this connection a 
remark made to me recently by a pub- 
lic school teacher of long experience is 
of peculiar significance. ‘The child- 
ren,” said the lady, “who come to us 
from the parochial schools are particu- 
larly deficient in arithmetic. They can- 
not analyze a problem.” Now for 
forming correct habits of reasoning the 
study of mathematics has long since 
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been recognized as the most useful ex- 
ercise. 

That a somewhat wider scope is al- 
lowed by their masters to those relig- 
ious who have charge of the various 
Catholic institutes, academies and col- 
leges will readily be conceded. The 
purpose of these institutions is to pre- 
vent the well-to do Catholic youth from 
getting an education worthy of the 
name elsewhere, and to eusnare the 
children of alleged Protestants with 
more money than brains. Hence a 
certain stock of fashionable knowledge 
is necessary to enable a display on com- 
mencement days. But that the best of 
these places should afford educational 
facilities equal to those of any well-con- 
ducted Protestant institution is in the 
nature of things simply impossible. My 
own experience at a Catholic college 
was so much wasted time. 

Unable to stem the tide of know- 
ledge by which her empire would soon 
be subverted, the Church draws upon 
her religious communities, her great res- 
ervoirs of ignorance, superstition and 
fanaticism, and through them gives her 
people, not education, but its counter- 
feit. The abject, degraded slaves of a 
foreign power, deadly hostile to this re- 
public, training our future citizens! 
The harvest will come. 


Roman Catholic and Puritan. 


Judge Moran, of Chicago, recently 
lectured in that city on the “ Triumph 
of the Catholic Idea over the Puritanic 
Idea in this Country.” Judge Moran 
is, we think, an Irish Catholic, and _ re- 
gards this triumph a matter of congrat- 
ulation. It cannot be denied that the 
Puritanic idea has given way before the 
Catholic in most cities. This is dem- 
onstrated by the conversion of Sunday 
into a day of bacchanalian revel and gen- 
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eral frivolity, by the existence of saloon 
rule, by the decay of spiritual religion 
and by the increase of crime. It is a 
notorious fact that most of the crimin- 
als of our cities are Catholics. The 
last five persons condemned to death 
for murder in Chicago have died on the 
gallows sustained by the consolations of 
of the Roman Catholic faith The facts 
abundantly justify Judge Moran, whose 
office calls upon him to deal with crim. 
inals constantly, in pronouncing the 
triumph of the Roman Catholic idea, 
but it is due to the invasion from Cath- 
olic countries rather than the conversion 
of Prostestants. Only a small minority 
of the Roman Catholics are American 
boin.—.St. Louis Christian Evangelist. 





St. Patrick Not a Roman Catholic. 





We have published several articles on 
this subject, and evidently they have not 
been in vain. A staunch Roman Cath- 
olic has called our attention to the fol- 
lowing dispatch sent out by the Associat- 
ed Press: 


CLEVELAND, O., August 1, 1886.— 
Patrick K.Walsh, a prominent organizer 
of the Irish National League in all sec- 
tions of the United States,was buried to- 
day. A sensation was caused at the 
funeral when W. J. Gleason, president 
of the Parnell branch in this city, said 
that arrangements had been made for 
singing by the choir of St. John’s Cathe- 
dral, but that Bishop Gilmour had refus- 
ed them permission to do so. The 
statement was received with manifesta- 
tions of indignation from the twelve hun- 
dred Irishmen present, who, though 
Catholics, denounced it as a blow at a 
dead Catholic and at the Irish National 
League. The cause of the Bishop's ob- 
jection to the appearance of the choir 
at the funeral is attributed to the fact 
that the deceased wrote a long article 
tending to show that St. Patrick, while 
a Catholic, was not a Roman Catholic. 

Bishop Gilmour's action does not 


make St. Patrick a “ Roman” Catholic 


all the same. 











